THE ATTACKS ON THE CORUNNA ROAD
I asked what was the distance of the Red machine-
gun posts, and when told fifteen hundred yards I tried to
work out trajectories and came to the conclusion that
the bullets would be very effective and would also have
the additional disadvantage of not hitting one horizon-
tally but vertically, thus making a much more unpleasant
wound. It would have been infra dig. to hurry, especi-
ally as the Legion officer accompanying us, a pleasant
young fellow, did not seem to care anything about it and
even stopped at one most unpleasant spot to ask for a
light. When finally we reached the comparative shelter
of the line of villas and their gardens abutting on the mam
road, I could see the bullets chipping the mortar and
bricks and kicking up little spurts of dust on the road,
Straight in front of us were two Russian tanks, put
out of action by direct hits from anti-tank guns, and
farther along the road another. The Reds apparently
did not like anybody approaching these, for they were the
object of a special barrage from macMne-guns, and even
the Legion officer did not suggest that we should pay
them a visit.
I did want to get to the road-house, however, and we
slipped through the gardens at the back, engineers having
thoughtfully cut passages through the walls, until we were
about three hundred yards from the crest of the road
where we could see it standing with its pergolas, its
imitation marble pillars and its ice-cake decorations. My
friend d'Hospital and myself looked at the road and
listened to the hum of the bullets and decided that it
was not worth the risk. Three of our companions, braver
possibly, or perhaps less versed in the dangers of machine-
gun fire, said they would run for it. They did, and had
not gone fifty yards before they were lying fiat in a wet
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